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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Took Princess Henry of Battenberg round to 
Ventnor Hospital, and helped her open the new Battenberg block 
thereof. Spent the rest of the day with the Royal Victoria Yacht 
Club regatta at Ryde. ‘‘ Unbending Will’s”’ Meteor had it all its 
own way, as usual. Lovely time on the Solent, but had to get back 
and see that Parliament was prorogued properly. Came off all 
right, and reasonably thankful the M.P.’s seemed to be—so ought 
we. 

DOUBLE AND QUITS. 

The M.P.’s are “ up,” and, with sighs of relief, 
They off for their holiday fly, 

From the humblest M.P. to the busiest chief 
They doubly deserve it, say I ; 

For, when they pitch politics up on the shelves, 
A duplicate kindness they do— 

They not only take a vacation themselves, 
They give us a holiday, too! 


Thursday.—Arranged a review of the Hampshire and Isle of Wight 
volunteers for Her Most Gracious in Osborne Park. Had another go 
at the R.V.Y.C. regatta at Ryde, and later on took the Japs, masks 
and all,to see the Queen—both parties very much pleased. 


Friday.—Took Mr. Balfour down to Osborne for a visit to Her 
Most Gracious; saw Lord Kitchener off for the Soudar once more, 
and got H.R.H. safely to Marienbad. Also helped “ Unbending 
Will” to open the Dortmund Canal. Was reminded thereby of 
another “uppish” person, and went over to Pretoria to see how 
Kruger was getting on. Not getting on at all. They are (what I 
see some of the papers call) “‘ marking time in Pretoria.” It seems 
about time they got a bit “ forrarder.” 

HUBRY UP! 

They won't do this and they won’t do that 
With a dulness most sublime, 

The deuce knows what they are driving at, 
But they call it ‘‘ marking time ” ; 

Left, right; left, right (not too much right) ; 
And all as stiff as starch, 

Left, right; left, right ; from morn to night— 
"Tis time they began to march. 
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Saturday.—Went grouse shooting with the Duke of York at 
Studely Royal, Lord Ripon’s place in Yorkshire. Also had a look 
at the Marlow Regatta, which was decidedly “good enough.” 
Helped the Penmaenmawrites to unveil a bust of Mr. Gladstone— 
all their own getting up—ran over to Paris and helped to quod the 
merry Dérouléde, and then got back to Canterbury and their 
““ Week” for them in good style. 


Monday.—Set the “ fifth and last’ test match going. England 
in and hit up some big scores, but, lor! three days won’t be enough 
on this run-making wicket. Took the Princess to Dover and —— 
the Duke of York home safely, and t the rest of the day 
between the Hove Regatta and the similar festivity of the Royal 
Albert Yacht Club at Southsea. 


Tuesday.—Took Her Most Gracious round to have a look at the 
Whippingham Cottage Flower Show. Had some of it brought to 
her carriage to look at, and lifted one side of the tent to let her 
have a look at the rest of it. General joy! Took Mr. Gerald 
Balfour down to the Crystal Palace, and helped him open the 
Co-operative Show there. Suddenly discovered that there was fun 
going on about Lo Ben Gula, one of the Earl’s Court savages. 


OH, CHASE ME! 


La Saison Morte is a wonderful time, 
Aud wonderful games are tried, 

Just now the folks of this wonderful clime 
Must chase Lo Ben and his bride ! 

The worli was calm and the sky was clear, 


Till somebody suddenly said, 

That somebody else had chanced to hear 
Lo Ben was about to wed. 

So “the hunt was up,” and to famed Earl’s Court 
Away to the meet they hied. 

Lo Sen and his bride gave capital sport, 
It isn’t to be denied. 

*T was now, “I’ve a bride in native kraal,’’ 
"Twas next, “‘ Her mama “el 


"Twas now, “I’m not going to marry at all,” 
Then “I marry to-morrow I "spects.”’ 


Then the scent lay hot for a church one day, 
But “no deal ” confronts the freaks — 
Then they're run to earth in pene = Bay, 
And they say they've been married for weeks ! 
But one of the things which I yearn to know, 
In face of this fatuous fuss, 
Is, whether this nigger is married or no, 
What the dickens it matters to us? 


Taz Srorren. 


TICE.—The Editor will not be answerable for ang contributions, artistic or lsterary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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HORTICULTURAL HANDEL HORCHESTRA. 


National Co-operative Festival. 


Dear Mr. Epitor,—Agreeably with your commands I went to 
the Crystal Palace on Monday, 14th inst., in search of ‘‘ One and 


All.” Upon arrival 1 was instantly pounced upon by the 
Greenings. They are a large family. There is Edward Owen 


Greening, the founder of the Feast, Mrs. Greening, his consort, 
E. W. Greening, who sports the Jay Pea and exhibits haughty- 
cultural photographs, and Mixs Greening. Well, I was taken toa 
table and seated thereat and requested to co-operate. I did my 
best. Then, as well as I was able, I ambled to the board-room, 
where Mr. T. W. Sanders initiated the embryo gardener into the art 
of turning a backyard or a window-sill into a field of floral 
beauty. After that, Dr. Lorimer, of Tremont Temple, 
U.8.A., made me sit up with his glowing rhodomontade 
about the “‘ Emancipation of Industry.” Certainly, the luncheon 
had entirely emancipated all my industry for that day. The 
eloquent doctor shook me by the hand and asked me not to make 
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George Jacob Holyoake, in his fulness of years, made a pleasing 
little speech. 
There’s fear in his frown should Greening fall down, 
And method in his guest dies out, 
But he never will send his dear Owen friend 
To the right or the left about. 

The day was wound up with Snowden Ward’s lantern lecture 
and light refreshments, which quite wound me up, except that 1 
reached home without the aid of the lantern. Tuesday was 
devoted to Labour, and Gerald Balfour, M.P., traced the 
origin of the association from the aggregation of a cask 
of flour and a chest of tea at Rochdale, before Lipton saw 
the light. Wednesday was diverted with D. T. Fish’s lecture, 
“Fruit for Cottagers,” and conferences and _ refreshments. 
Thursday had its quota of ‘‘ Flowers for Workmen” by Richard 
Dean, and Friday and Saturday completed the Festival with an 
unsurpassed flower show and a grand co-operative concert. I have 
ventured to send you the above sketch of this grand Horticultural 
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andel Horchestra, as the same appeared to 
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A Hundred Miles a Day. 


‘Edward Hale, the well-known long- 
distance cyclist, has started on his self- | 
appointed task of riding 100 mileseach — 
day (Sundays excepted) for a year."— | 
Vide Press}. 
Att hail, Hale! A mighty task, 

And “of what use?” some folks might 
ask; 

But, yet, we hope you will not fail 

And, when you've done, you'll still be 
Hak! 








Out of Town. 
THE CAT’S LAMENT. 


Tuey shake London’s dust off their 
feet, 
And leave me here alone, 
With not a single scrap of meat, 
Or e’en a fish’s bone! 
I have to live as best I can; 
No milk-can greets my eyes, 
The ‘‘ milky way ”’ I sadly scan, 
So far off in the skies! 


Oh! why should I to starve be left? | 
I’m sure it is not right ; | 
My life is dark, of hope bereft— 
No lights my eyes delight ! 
The mice are shy, the birds are 
quick, 
And rats are very few; 
So hungrily my jaws I lick, 
And, mistress, long for you! 
Ah, mistress ! you are far away, 


And dine at table d’hite, 
While all I’ve swallowed thislong | 
day ‘ 


Is a lump in my throat ! 
When you return, I greatly fear, 
I shall have grown so thin 
That you'll not recognise your dear, 
And will not let me in ! 
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A Real Holiday. 


Snaggle.—‘‘ My wife is going to take 
the children to the seaside.” 

Baggle.—* Are you going with them? ”’ 

Snaggle.—'‘ No ; I’m going to stay at 
home and have a real holiday.” 








\, / “4 ‘ff /, / 
LMM YE 
sae Vf 


ON LOWESTOFT PIER. 


Mr. Tomtitt.—‘ Tell you what, I will teach you to swim to-morrow if you like.”’ 
Miss Tall.—“ Really, I didn’t think one could learn in three feet of water.” 






































Our Glorious Forest King. 


Masestic Oak of England! 
The symbol of our strength ; 
Of sylvan glades the Monarch, 
So famed thy breadth and length. 


A thousand years thy giants 
Have reigned o’er sea and land, 

The world’s sea-power aiding ; 
Their might at our right hand. 


Our ancient ships of pollard 
Were good for Nelson’s day ; 
For sure, Britannia’s standpoint 
In famed Trafalgar’s Bay. 


Be ships of oak, or iron, 
The spirit of our race 
Lives on; our heroes conquer 


Throughout the wide worla’s space. 


Steel ships with dauntless handling 
Will carry on “ Our Story”’ ; 
Our ** Hearts of Oak”’ aye fight 





Seaside Mooning. 
TuHey sat in a snug, sheltered corner apart 
Indulging in delicate spooning. 


This newly-wed couple, who with a full heart 
Skimmed the cream of their young honeymooning. 


‘You gave me,” she said, “ a-wet-kiss-you-bad-boy ” ; 
And her words, half-obstructed, came singly ; 

“Forgive me,” he cried, “‘ 1 meant not to annoy, 
But, sweet, ‘twas a mere lapsus lingua.” 

















‘Sir John Gorst, at the opening of Lady Warwick's schools in 
Essex, said he ‘ seriously doubted whether reading, writing, arith- 
metic, and that very useless branch of knowledge—grammar—was 
exactly the best intellectual basis on which to develop the intelli- 


gence of country lads and lassies.’ ’’— Westminster Gazette. | 


How doth the rustic Sir J. G. 
Depreciate the crammer, 
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AN UNCONSOLING COMFORT. 
Romantic Young Girl.—-‘‘I do so hope my poem will be accepted by that journal, Marjorie.” 
Elder Girl (of sympathetic feeling).—‘‘Oh, well, dear, I've seen plenty in the papers as—as—I mean, no better than yours! * 

A groan from R.Y.G.. 








W alting So I come with my petition, For I've heard the nations « _—s | 

‘‘ Justice,’ that is now my mission ‘‘Shame ) +! Eternal shame.” 

FRANCE :— J ’ ' hame on France € | | 
‘ 


KNOCKING at the door of Justic. _ Justice pure and fair! Hi nour in dishonour rooted, _ 
ee oe ~dralppeaaial Knaves may tempt and fools may Lies believed though thrice refuted, 
Sn a ae i tlie flatter, Cling around my name. 
rote what lee ole mewhat rurtiy ’ B it their views can never matter— Gre at. stands France in modern 
Vith no martial stride assertive ; is 
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- ind no longer shall they shatter story 











‘A +> » rin aad a3 . 
For Sox Henaall ene vag rid whisper: Justice free and fair! Shall she veil her fame and glory 
; . ' “. aap F : In a cloud of shame. 
: Tho agen ie pone th ae EERE 6¢ SRS CAOF OF EGAN No, thrice no, at last she’s risen, 
iOougD MV mood is not e sternest, See t last Wal “ om eS 
I arn steadfast and in nc st, : Se ee ‘ tt * : bg wing Shamed by Dreyfus and his prison, 
For my way is plain. : ke, ) stg — _— ng, Glory shall again bedizen . 
Soiled with shame my once fair "le ee eee ae eae, Her long-shrouded Fame! 
vweeps ior Nis S&H ate 
fame is ; He, whom I have torn and tortured 
Therefore, Justice my first aim is, Stands beside me worn and grave— Knocking at the door of Justice, 
Now my honour I'd regain. Asks for Justice, not for pity, See, at last, I come— 
Answer, Justice! May I enter? While his foes in field and city Honest men applaud my action, 
On you all my hopes I centre! Wildly, madly rave! : Therefore let each foolish faction, | 
France is yours—none shall prevent Heedless he of vile abusers, Be for ever dumb. | 
her Boldly facing bis accusers, He, whom I have basely wounded, 
Winning you again! Bravest of the brave! Gives his enemies the lie— 
Knocking at the door of Justice— Justice is a patient waiter, France by evil counsel's riven, 
See, at last, I stand; But she cometh sooner, later. Yet by Dreyfus she’s forgiven— 
| In no humour bitter, mocking, And, behold the branded traitor Whom she left to die ! | 
Humbly I stand knocking, knocking, Bravest of the brave ! So, no longer flouting, mocking, 
| With persistent hand ! , At the door of Justice knocking, 
For I've heard the peoples scorn m Knocking at the door of Justice ‘* Justice !’’ hear her cry! 
Ay their er, | . ‘ ry - ut last. I kneel ey ae : 7 e 
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The Mysterious Major. 


CHaprer XII,—ExXPLaANATIONs. 


Susan, her face exhibiting a lively curiosity and excitement, met 
the ladies when they returned from Eastbury after the discovery. 

“ He’s come ‘ome, miss,” she said to Miss Catty in an awed 
whisper, ‘and brought home a sackful of something.” 








, 
GAVE A CONTEMPTUOUS SNORT, 


‘Whom do you mean?” said Miss Catty, loftily. 

“ Major Dibs, miss.” 

“ Susan,’’ said Miss Thom, severely, ‘‘ how dare you address your 
conversation to us. Go downstairs at once, or I shall complain to 
your mistress.” 

“That won't ‘urt me, miss,’ replied Susan, scornfully. ‘She 
give me my month this morning, and all I wants is revenge. I 
could tell you somethink she said about you, miss, as would make 
yer air curl better than you could do it yourself in a month of 
Sundays.” 

“Go down stairs at once,” said Miss Thom, angrily stamping her 
feet, ‘‘ I won’t listen to your nonsense. What will you do, dear? ”’ 
she added to Miss Catty, as the domestic moved off grumbling. 
‘* He's certain to come down to dinner. Shall we plead a head. 
ache?” 

**No,” said Miss Catty, decisively. ‘It will be a splendid oppor- 
tunity to pay off old scores and expose him before all the rest.’’ 

* Capital,’’ said Miss Thom ; “‘ but who is to do it?” 

“I will,” said Miss Catty, vindictively, ‘“‘and I shall enjoy it.” 

Mrs. Bloomer’s guests that night seemed in a high state of excite- 
ment. The Major was assiduous in his attentions to Miss Catty 
and Miss Thom, who responded with frigid politeness. Herbert 
found oe opportunities for diving under the table to hide his 
su 1% laughter, and Miss Summers was hysterically high 
spirited. 

Miss Catty sat with compressed lips waiting the opportunity for 
her revenge. 

_“Mrs. Bloomer,” she said at last, in hollow tones, “I think it 
right to tell you that you are nurturing a scorpion in your bosom.”’ 

“What !”’ shrieked Mrs. Bloomer, rising suddenly, and brushing 
herself down. ‘“ Where is it ? Oh, take it off! I’ve such a ’orror 
of insects.” 

“IT don’t exactly mean an insect,” said Miss Catty, hurriedly, a 
little upset at being taken so literally, “The scorpion, I mean, 
calls himself a man.”’ ; 
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“My dear Mrs. Bloomer,” said Miss Catty, “I had not the 
slightest intention of calling your dear husband a scorpion. The 
man I mean is the latest addition to your excellent establishment.” 

‘Oh, leave the man alone,’ said Mrs. Bloomer, somewhat 
mollified. ‘What with one thing and another you worry him 
almost as much as if you had married the poor chap.” 

‘“ 4 new arrival, Mrs. Bloomer?” asked the Major, languidly 


“No, sir,” snapped Miss Catty. “The man I refer to is 


yourself.”’ ‘ 

“I! ’’ echoed the Major, with well-assumed surprise. 

‘Yes. I repeat you have no right to sit down and dine, or mix, 
with respectable people and delude them with your false title— 
Major Dibs, indeed—when in reality you are only a—a——” 

“ Well?” 

‘‘ A low nigger! ”’ 

“ Madam, I protest,” said Major Dibs, solemnly, though his 
eyes twinkled. ‘All your statements are wrong. I am Major 
Dibs. If Mrs. Bloomer has been nurturing me it has been done 
without my knowledge or consent. And it is obvious to the meanest 
capacity that my lineaments are not of African hue.” 

‘¢ You’ve made another ’ash of it, Miss Catty,” said Mrs. Bloomer, 
laughing. 

“Keep your hashes to yourself, and your lodgers will be better 
pleased,” snarled Miss Catty. ‘‘I saw this man on the Eastbury 
sands, with a black face and grotesque attire, singing a ribald song 
to a lot of good-for-nothings.”’ 

“They were children mostly, I think,” corrected the Major. 

‘He owns it. He confesses,” exclaimed Miss Catty trium- 
phantly. 

‘Certainly, if there is anything to confess. You have taken a 
great trouble, my dear ledy,in gathering a few immaterial facts. If 
you had come quietly to me, and said ‘Who the deuce are you, 
Major Dibs ’—you wouldn’t have said dewce perhaps, but no matter 
—I should have told you Iam a major on half-pay, and do this 
entirely for my own amusement.” 

‘* But you collect money,’’ said Miss Thom sternly. 

‘Certainly, which is always devoted to a charitable object.” 

“The proof of that,” urged Miss Thom. 
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Hospital, it being necessary, my dear lady, to assume another name 
with my grotesque attire.” 

“ Major Dibs,” said Miss Catty, utterly crushed, “can you 
forgive us?” 

“Why, of course. My dear Miss Catty I have enjoyed your 
curiosity almost as much as you have yourself.” 

“ That’s all very fine,” blurted .out Susan, “ but what about the 
murdered innocents. ’E’s got two of ’em upstairs this blessed 
minute.” 

‘‘Susan! how dare you!”’ said Mrs. Bloomer. 

“I don’t care. If I ’ave lost me place I ain’t goin’ to ‘ave 
murder on my soul.” 

‘“‘T regret to say,” said the Major, hanging his head, “ that this 
girl has discovered a secret I thought hidden from all. I have, 
indeed, two innocents upstairs—Reggie and Clarrie—and, alas! they 
are inanimate. I will have the guilt no longer on my shoulders. 
Come with me.” 

They all crowded after Susan and the Major and stood round the 
famous black box, which the Major slowly opened. 

‘‘Lor,” exclaimed Susan, as she gave a contemptuous snort. 
‘‘ Nothink but beastly ugly dolls after all.” 

‘‘ Are yousure?’’ said the Major, sternly. ‘‘Take onein your arms.” 

“That’s all,” said Susan, holding one up. ‘I wouldn’t give 
tuppence a pound for ’em.”’ 

‘‘ Don’t you cheapen me, you long-legged gawk,” exclaimed the 
doll, through the Major’s medium. ‘Just you drop me, or I'll 
pinch your eyeballs.”’ 

Susan gave one horrified look at the doll, a loud scream, and fled 
to the kitchen. 

‘‘That’s too bad, Major,” said Herbert, laughing. ‘‘ But I think 
after all this excitement you might give us a private show on the 
lawn.’ 

“T will with pleasure. Shall I bring Reggie and Clarrie ?” 

“Yes, and I’ll hand round the hat, in the cause of charity.” 

“ And Major Dibs,” said Miss Catty in a subdued tone; “ please 
let Reggie sing ‘ Miss Catty’s Giggle.’ I richly deserve it.” 

[THE END. | 











Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. Fred Grove has been amusing large audiences at the Brixton 
Theatre in his several rdles, respectively in Never too Late to Mend 
and The Happy Life. 


Mr. Robert Newman’s fifth season of promenade concerts 


at Queen’s Hall will commence on Saturday, the 26th 
inst. They will be much upon the same lines as_ last 
year, which proved so_ successful, Mr. Henry J. Wood 


again conducting the orchestra. The solo artists will be 
selected from the popular favourites of the concert piatform. 
Mdme. Sobrino (dramatic soprano) will sing at Queen’s Hall for 
the first time, as also Miss De Treville, prima donna of New York 
Castle Square Opera Company, who will make her first appearance 
in England. Miss Kirkby Lunn, who has been principal contralto 
with the Carl Rosa Opera Company for the past three years, will in 
future devote her attention to concert work, and will take a pro- 
minent part in these concerts. Mr. Ellison von Hoose will also 
sing. Mr. Charles Knowles, the Leeds baritone, who is engaged 
for the Worcester and Sheffield Festivals, has decided to take up 
his residence in London, and will be heard at the promenade 
concerts. Paul Bazelaire, a young ’cellist of remarkable ability, 
will make his first appearance in England; also Signor Enrico 
Foselli, a young pianist from Rome with extraordinary talents. 


The London, Brighton, and South Coast Railway Company have 
with the aid of Percy Lindly, compiled an agreeable and entertain- 
ing publication, “The South Coast Quarterly of Touring and 
Topography.” The photographs awaken very pleasant memories of 
South Coast localities visited prior to the great railway facilities 
which the Brighton Company generously and conveniently extend 
to the poorest admirer of marine and rural scenery, in these quick- 
stirring times. The gossipy, entertaining style of description is 
very delightful. 


The new issue of “ Practical Advertising ’’ (1899-1900, 755pp., 
3s. 6d.) is published by Mather and Crowther Limited, New Bridge 
Street, E.C. The volume is a great improvement upon former 
editions of the work. The literary sections consist of no less than 
30 original articles on subjects of interest to advertisers ; the indices 
and tabulated matter have been thoroughly revised and corrected 
up to date, while the value of the book has been much enhanced 
by the incorporation of lists of foreign publications. 

1 reference to the introduction will give a fuller 

ind uss fulness It is far and away the best 
‘ising that has as yet come into our hands. 





As some misconception has arisen concerning the nature of the 
piece which Messrs. Rosenfeld’s Lilliputian Burlesque Company 
will present on September 2nd at the redecorated Olympic Theatre, 
it may be explained that A Trip to Midgetiownis not a pantomime, 
or an entertainment intended mainly for the amusement of 
children, but a spectacular and up-to-date musical play, which it is 
hoped will appeal to all classes of playgoers. 
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A TIVOLI TURN. 
REGIE THE REIGNING RaGE. ARE THESE HIS REGIE-MENTALS ? 


‘‘ Exclusively Engaged.” ‘‘ Chase me, girls! but it’s no go.” 














A Dark Scandal. 


Yet another South African knot to untie— 
It is best for the blacks in their own land to stay ; 
For tho’ England’s wealthy, yet who dare deny 
That we cannot afford to Miss JEWELS this way. 
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Our Wooden Walls. 
(“The Foudroyant is being converted into book-cases for the 
hundred best books advertised by a well-known London newspaper 
proprietor.’’] 
Ler me sing of old-time England 
When her storied walls of oak 
Gloried in the battle crimson— 
Hand-to-hand ’mid blinding smoke. 
Days of yore when dreaded seamen 
Left their merry game at bowls— 
When the terror-stricken galleons 
Struck their sails on sunken shoals. 


Let me sing of modern England, 
Where the huckster spirit, calls, 
And they sell you choice book-cases 

Made from our unconquered wall 
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A POLICEMAN'’S LOT, &c 


Johnsing.—‘ What licks (hic) me, p'leeshman, is how you kin tell (hic), thish ot weather, 
whether a man’s really tightsh (hic), or shimply overcome with th’ heat (hic).” 








“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s’”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


THE great sensashun of the day, as I 
rite, is the attempted assassinashun of 
Maitre Labori, one of Captain Dreyfus’s 
counsels. All I’opes is, that they will 
ketch the villain, an’ that wen e’ is kort 
’e will ‘ketch it” ’ot an’ strong. This 


will make popular feelin’ still more in 
Dreyfus’s favour, but I trust ’is clever 
counsel will get over ’is wound, wich, of 
course, is in ’is back, allus the cowardly 
assassin’s mark. Altogether, France is 
in a very unsettled state, an’ it woud be 
a pity if it ended in civil war, though 
they are sich a polite nation. 

We've also got our little trubble. Old 
Kruger don’t seem as if ’e was goin’ to 
give way until the very larst moment, 
an’ p’r’aps not until it’s too late. Well, 
’e’ll’ave to put up with the consequences; 
I’m sure that Mr. Chamberlain an’ me 
‘as warned ’im time arter time. I can 
only s’pose that ’e’s in ’is second child- 
hood, an’ naughty children must be 
whipped; anyway, ’e’ll find that we’ve 
got the ‘“‘ whip-hand ”’ of ’im. 

There ’as been a good many Alpine 
fatalities of late, one of the victims»bein’ 
a mere youth, who, I dessay, didn’t know 
any more about mountaineerin’ than I 
knows. People shouldn’t ’ave sich lofty 
notions; I can’t see any sense in 
riskin’ your life just for the sake of 
beholdin’ a splendid view ; there’s plenty 
of bootiful things to be seen a bit lower 
down, an’ wich you can see safe an’ com- 
fortabel. ‘‘Excelsior’”’ is all very well 
in its way, but I ses draw the line at 
breakin’ your neck at it. 

Regardin’ that “black” affair at 
Earl’s Court, I should just like to say 
that I don’t think Miss Jewell is wot I 
call’s a gem, or she woud ’ave made a 
diff’rent choice. 

Sir John Bridge ’as retired; ’is term 
of office can’t be called an a-Bridge-d 
one, considerin’ that ’e’s ’ad nearly fifty 
year’s court ’xperience. No one dared 
to tread on this Bridge, though I can’t 
say wether ‘e ’ad any archways, ‘as I 
was never brought up afore ’im. I ’opes 
Sir John will now ‘ave a “ fine old time”’ 
of it. 

I see that in the America Cup trials 
the Columbia ’as agin beaten the De- 
fender; but as the Shamrock leaves 
nothin’ to be desired as regards make, 
etsetterer, I believe she will win, an’ fill 
our cup of joy to the brim. 








ANDERSON ’s 
CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all xinds of Brown Leather goods use 


TAN GLOSS, or 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. 





S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 
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